CHAPTER   SEVENTEEN

FACTORY MANAGEMENT

As i WENT AROUND the yards, the offices, the shops, the warehouses of the
Moscow Trekhgorka (Three Hills), one of Russia's oldest and largest textile
factories, I could not help thinking of similar factories I had visited in
America. I could observe nowhere, hardly even in the work clothes of the
people, any external differences. The buildings were old and clumsy, but
so are the buildings of old factories in America. The machines were as
noisy as in America, the workers as busy, the secretaries as probing, the
foremen as vigilant, the smells in the dyeing-rooms as pungent, the samples
in the showrooms, even now in war-time, as neatly and handsomely
displayed.

A visit to this or any other Russian factory would swiftly disenchant any
one of the illusion that because it is not privately owned and intimately
supervised by individual owners or their personally appointed executives,
it is lacking in order, vigilance, discipline. The director, the foremen, the
engineers, and the otter executives have hardly less power and certainly no
less responsibility, even with regard to the arnount of annual profits (in this
instance not for the investors but for the State), than have similar executives
in England or America or in any country with individual ownership of
property. The basic function of management is no different in Russia
from what it is in America or England.

There was a time when Russian offices looked as untidy and rumpled as
the people who presided over them. That day is gone. The Three Plans
have, among other things, chastened executives, especially in the highest
positions, of neglect of personal appearance and have brushed out, as with a
broom of steel, the disorder of their offices. The Kabinet (office) of Victor
Yeliseyevitch Dodonktn, the thirty-five-year-old director of the Trekh-
gorka, glistens with tidiness and comfort. Instead of the modern business
suit, Dodonkin, like so many Russians, including artists and college pro-
fessors, wears a loose-fitting tunic with spacious pockets* Instead of low
shoes, he prefers knee-high leather boots, as does Stalin, whom no one has
ever seen in a photograph or in life in low shoes. But he is as clean-shaven,
as properly groomed as any executive in England or America. Because
he is the highest executive he must set an example to others in everything,
including personal appearance.

Yet despite these and numerous other similarities, the Trekhgorka, like
any other Russian factory, unlike factories in other countries, is more than a
manufacturing concern. It is a political institute of the first magnitude.
It cannot be otherwise in Russia, for it was out of the factory that the
Revolution sprang into the street It was there that its physical power was
born, grew, matured, and burst out of bounds. It was there that the Red
Army was formed, clothed, armed, blessed, stirred into action. It was
there that the main issues of the Revolution were fought out. It was there
that the mighty battle between Stalin and Trotsky was decided. Had